CHAPTER 189 


November 2, 2011 


“Here, this should help with your head.” 
“Thanks. You know, you would make a great nurse.” 


Justin and Chie were at her house, where Chie was doing Justin a great servitude by 
fetching him some aspirin from the closet. You see, apparantely a pipe broke at 
school or something, so they had to send everyone home early. Chie’s folks, luckily 
enough, weren’t home, and Justin really looked like he was in pain as he strolled 
down the sidewalk with her, so she was more than happy to let him inside for a 
moment while she looked for some aspirin. Plus; it was just nice having the guy over 
without her father trying to accuse him of being a wife beater. You'd think Justin 
would grow on the guy over time; after all, he certainly always acted like a 
complete gentleman in that household. He bit his tongue, he kept his foul language 
to a bare minimum, and he always respected the wishes of Chie’s parents. | think 
Chie’s mother understood that Justin was restraining himself a lot, but it did show 
that he was willing to adapt for Chie and her family; and | think that was a good trait 
to find in a partner. The father only saw him as a delinquent, destined to screw Chie 
in more ways than one; and it was his job to make sure that didn’t happen. 


All the same, they were out right now, so it mattered not what they thought about 
Justin. All that mattered was he was sitting on the couch as Chie passed him off a 
pill for his headache, a glass of water in his other hand. Normally Justin could 
swallow even the biggest of pills without so much as the assistance of any kind of 
liquid; but they way he figured, that wasn’t exactly normal, so he avoided doing it 
with any pills that looked particularly hard to swallow. He didn’t want anyone to 
think he was weird after all, least of all her. But then, Justin hadn’t realized Chie 
always thought he was weird. Perhaps that was one of his more charming features; 
all she knew was she just didn’t care if he was strange. It seemed like such a petty 
thing when love was involved. Justin took a quick swig of the glass of water, flooding 
the pill down the tubes in his throat and down his digestive track, before passing 
the glass back off to Chie and pressing the side of his hand against his forehead. It 
was no secret why he had a headache, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t any less 
painful or confusing. 


“Nurse? Don’t tell me you’re turning into Yosuke now...” Chie remarked with slight 
concern as Justin complimented her ability to hand him a pill. Maybe it was just 
Yosuke’s weird ass fetishes (which for the record were not a secret to most of them, 
as much as he’d like to believe otherwise) starting to warp her perception on what 
was a compliment and what was a ‘compliment.’ | swear, for a guy who was in love, 
he sure seemed to enjoy trying to get in other girls’ pants. It was really a shame for 


Yosuke that Maya would never agree to an open relationship like that; if she even 
agreed to a relationship in the first place. Justin highly doubted she would; | mean, 
this was Yosuke they were talking about. There’s nothing attractive about a pervert. 
Justin shook his head, rubbing at his forehead a bit. 


“No, not like that. | mean if you WANT it to mean that then | guess?” Justin shrugged 
his shoulders a bit. He wasn’t into nurses to be quite honest, but he could deal with 
it if that was something Chie wanted to do. She absolutely did not for the record; 
she was just fine wearing the clothes she was wearing right now, thank you very 
much. “I just meant you’re good with pills and stuff, you know? Quite frankly | just 
can’t work with medicine. When | found out Maya couldn’t talk, | just grabbed 
everything and threw it on the table... pfft... Probably would have ended up 
poisoning her if she didn’t stop me.” Justin chuckled ever so slightly to himself. He 
probably shouldn’t be laughing about almost killing Maya by prescribing her the 
wrong medication, but hey, no one got hurt, and it wasn’t like Justin’s medical 
illiteracy pertained only to that situation. It was just an example, and quite frankly, 
a kind of humorous one. Or at least, humorous to someone who was there. Of 
course, just thinking about that day reminded Justin of the day they discovered 
Maya’s disability, and... well... he didn’t want to remember that. Some memories 
are just not worth holding onto; even if you lose a good one in the process. 


Chie passed Justin a slightly sorrowful expression as she noticed the cracks of his 
grown slowly fading into a frown, this blank expression in his eyes as he was lost in 
though. She made her way to the seat beside him on the couch, her eyes steadily 
trained on his face the entire time as he sat there, contemplating about days gone 
by and mistakes that still hung over his head. Of course, it wasn’t just that that had 
been bothering Justin; it was all this shit with the headaches and the shadows. Justin 
wasn’t joking when he said that his bad dreams were slowly starting to overtake the 
good ones. It was like a thousand voices singing in beautiful harmony in Justin’s 
skull, slowly being drowned out by the screams of tormented spirits. And given that 
his shadow and him were connected, and every shadow Justin’s shadow had killed 
were connected to him, by extension, that was probably VERY true. Alas, Justin was 
ignorant to the hive-minded nature of his shadow, more so the toll it had slowly 
began to take on his sanity as voice after voice dictated to him what they wanted 
him to do, trying to manipulate him from the confines of his skull. 


“Those headaches look like they’re getting worse.” Chie remarked with concern, 
eyes focused on his index finger and thumb pinching the skin of his forehead and 
rubbing it in an attempt at loosening any knots in his skull that could be causing the 
pain he felt at this very moment. He should have known that a million souls trying 
to burst through his skull cavity wasn’t exactly going to be permanently resolved 
with a few aspirin. All the same, it did help with the pain, so Justin would just keep 
on drowning out the shadows, numbing the pain of the mob trying to break through 
the walls of his inner skull. 


“| have more bad dreams these days than | do good.” Justin sighed, rubbing at his 
temples just a moment longer before sinking back into the couch to stare at the 
ceiling. It kind of helped with the headache to just be staring at a blank slab of wood 
above his head, nothing complex or moving around to attract the attention of his 
ire, and by extension his ever shambling mind. He figured the best way to calm the 
commotion in his head was to just not think; and to not think, he needed to keep his 
mind as far away as possible for anything that might stimulate thought. Alas, 
Justin’s mind being as ever observing as it was soon took to examining the pattern 
of the wood above him, and soon, the head pains came with it. T'was amazing how 
just thinking was making his head scream out like a thousand banshees. 


“What are they about?” Chie questioned with cautious curiosity. Justin didn’t really 
talk about the dreams he had over his shadow, at least, not very often. With Maya, 
everybody knew what was going on when he had these premonitions in the dark of 
night... with his shadow, they were all left in the dark. They always knew something 
was up when he had a migraine on any particular day of the week, but beyond that 
their knowledge was very limited. The only time Justin ever talked about his dreams 
was when he told Chie about the body his shadow had left behind, hopes raised he 
could get out of this contract soon. But we all know how that went down; perhaps 
that’s why Justin didn’t really talk about his shadow any other time; as if he were 
just too heartbroken to raise anyone’s hopes on the matter of his shadow again, 
even when there was nothing to actually be hopeful about. Still, it wasn’t like Justin 
refused to talk about it; it was just no one ever asked him about his dreams. They 
figured if Justin didn’t say anything about them then it didn’t warrant any form of 
investigation. In truth, there was plenty to investigate; Justin just didn’t believe hard 
enough to warrant searching for the truth into the matter. He would just be happy 
to suppress his shadow as much as he could... But given some of the stuff that had 
happened lately, perhaps suppressing the shadow wasn’t much of an offer 
anymore. 


“Absolutely nothing. He... shot Maya’s shadow and that was pretty much it. 
Everything else, he just... sits there, watching over that hole in the wall. Killed a 
couple of those smaller shadows when they got a whiff of her corpse, but I’m not so 
sure that’s a big deal in their world.” Justin mumbled a bit, taking another sigh 
before taking one last swig of the glass of water. “Your parents make you use 
coasters, or can | just put this down?” Justin asked with consideration. He knew how 
strict Chie’s parents were, if by Chie’s parents you meant her father, so he didn’t 
want to do anything that would get her in trouble. Luckily for Justin, making a mess 
never was a problem in this household. Was probably the reasons she got away 
with bringing some of the food she did to her room. Did you know they made meat 
buns? Literally, just buns of bread filled up with shredded meat, of what variety, 
Justin wasn’t entirely sure, and quite frankly, he’d like to keep it that way. Justin 
couldn’t help but shiver at the thought, but Chie sure as hell seemed to enjoy them 


as a midnight snack. It was a good thing she had such a good metabolism, 
otherwise all that meat would go straight to her thighs. 


“Yeah, you can just put it there.” Chie assured him. She would have just taken the 
glass for him since it looked empty, but she knew how Justin got about people doing 
stuff for him, especially something he could do himself. She had to wonder if it was 
a pride thing or if he just felt like he was being a burden when he was being 
assisted in any form or another. And truth be told, he really didn’t feel comfortable 
doing that kind of stuff in other people’s houses. What if he cleaned the glass the 
wrong way and Chie’s parents took it out on her? What if he accidentally used the 
wrong kind of soap or put the glass in the dishwasher with clean dishes? Highly 
unlikely scenarios, but he didn’t want others to get in trouble for his mistakes. 


“Really, nothing happens. The dreams don’t bother me; they just give me these... 
FUCKING headaches in the morning.” Justin groaned a bit, a sharp pain shooting 
through his brain like electricity through a wire mid sentence, his hand quickly 
clutching along his forehead where his skull felt like it was being drilled into like an 
oil rig. It wasn’t fun watching Justin hunched over in pain like that, even more so 
him trying to deal with memories that weren’t his, yet were so important all the 
same. Justin didn’t mind sharing memories with someone... he just didn’t want to 
share them with HIM, nor did he want to see the shit his shadow went through. 
Maybe Justin was a horrible person for thinking it, but he was actually glad Maya’s 
shadow took a bullet to her face. Not only was his shadow guilty of a high-crime in 
his world, one he could easily be tried for and convicted of, freeing Justin from the 
shackles of his contract, but... well... Maya’s shadow WAS evil. And she DID try to 
kill the both of them. Besides, it was clear Shadow Justin’s sanity was slowly falling 
apart as a result, which while making him entirely dangerous should he be left out, 
was kind of nice to think of the asshole being tormented by visions that weren’t 
there. To go on a guilt trip of astronomical proportions. Chie watched Justin with a 
gaze of concern for a moment before an idea and a slow smile swept over her in 
waves. She jumped forward ever so slightly, remaining silent, but leaning closer to 
Justin all the same. 


“Well maybe you just need to think positive.” Chie remarked, eyes closed though 
she was grinning ever so widely as she faced Justin, her knees rested against the 
couch as she leaned forward on her arms, ever so close to Justin as she sat in a half- 
crawling position. Best way to describe it was she looked kind of like a frog; if a frog 
was cute that is. Justin was needless to say a little confused what thinking positive 
had to do with anything at first, but Chie kind of anticipated that being a problem, 
opening her eyes to stare at him before explaining. “When | go to bed upset about 
something | always get nightmares, but if | think positive thoughts | always have 
good dreams. Maybe you’re just in a bad mindset when you go to sleep.” 


“Well that makes as much sense as anything | suppose.” Justin shrugged after a 
moment. Chie wasn’t a doctor or anything, so he wasn’t taking any psychiatric 


advice she gave him too close to heart, but he supposed it woudn’t hurt to test the 
waters. Who knows, maybe she was completely correct. After all, his shadow was an 
embodiment of all his negative emotions right? So perhaps that’s why he could 
come through at night, because he wasn’t thinking positive when he went to sleep. | 
mean, Justin was kind of pissed off at Naoto the night prior for ruining the party, so 
perhaps that’s why he had been dreaming of his shadow. “I don’t really know where 
to begin though. | just kind of fall asleep; | don’t remember half the shit | think 
about at night. How am | supposed to figure out what I’m doing wrong?” 


“Well what do you think about when you have good dreams?” Chie inquired after a 
moment, tilting her head to the side a bit. Justin’s eyes widened ever so slightly and 
his cheeks grew a little red. There were very few things he could remember thinking 
about at night, but they usually fell under one of two things: wanking material or 
Chie. And for the record, he never crossed the two. He tried once, but he just felt 
dirty and stopped. | guess there was a difference between doing that with some girl 
in a porno and doing it with the girl you love. All the same, saying that you drifted 
off into sweet slumber while thinking of someone struck him as being just a little 
creepy; he wasn’t sure he was willing to part with that kind of information just yet. 
Or ever. The contents of his mind were a fucked up place; you can’t let someone go 
too deep otherwise they’d see things they’d never want to see again. 


“Oh well, uh... nothing much... just... stuff...” Justin coughed slightly as he turned 
away to hide his beat red face. He wasn’t fooling Chie of course, who could still see 
his red face clear as day. She didn’t really put together that Justin had really been 
thinking of her, but he could tell whatever it was he didn’t really feel comfortable 
letting her know. And there was just something so adorable about watching Justin 
get embarrassed over anything. He was always so oblivious to pretty much 
everything; usually something pissed him off, or it didn’t faze him. When something 
embarrassed him, it had to hit him like a freight train or a runaway boulder. Must 
have been one dirty little secret Justin was holding onto. She smiled a bit leaning 
forward so that her cheek was next to hers as he tried to look the other way. 
Needless to say, he was caught a little off guard by Chie growing ever closer, 
sneaking up from his side to whisper in his ear. 


“Oh? What kind of stuff?” She giggled slightly, teasing him knowing full well he 
didn’t want to tell her. Not that she couldn’t handle some of the filthy stuff that 
could come out of his mouth of course. She was practically waiting for him to say he 
was thinking about porn; it wouldn’t be surprising all things considered. Still 
disgusting, but she had learned to just accept it as a kind of creepy reality; 
everyone had something that was less than desirable as a trait, and Justin’s was 
that he happened to be kind of a creeper in the privacy of his own bedroom. But 
then, most teenage boys were. She could live with that, so long as Justin kept it to 
himself as much as possible. Justin slowly turned to face the girl, cheeks still red, 
though his eyes had drooped ever so slightly as he stared into her big brown eyes. 


It was so hard to lie to her about something stupid like this. About something he 
wanted her to know. Perhaps that’s why he didn’t. 


“You.” He remarked, before embracing her in a tender kiss. 


